PELLY    BAY
We had been out three days, and I was still limping on ahead
of the dogs when the terrain changed and we were running
through a narrow corridor between two chains of hills. Below
the ice over which we ran there flowed the waters of a lake,
but cut out so regularly, so narrow and long, that it might have
been a race-track set between grandstands. We spent a whole
day on this lake, which must have been twenty miles in length,
and at the end of the day we found ourselves among mountains.
Mountains! I could not get over it. For months, the highest
ridge I had seen ran up some fifty feet, and to find myself now
surrounded by monsters a thousand feet high gave me the im-
pression of a child lost in the landscape of a fairy-tale. They
were gentle mountains, roundbacked, worn, bare and harmless,
but mountains, nevertheless.
Soon we were well within them, our sled rising and dropping
and rising again. The going became very hard for the dogs,
and when they stopped it was always at a critical point where
Shongili and I had to use all our strength to push the load over
the rise. Once on top, the fall was so steep that we ordered the
dogs to lie down (one by one, with that long caress of the whip
to which they were so gratefully responsive) and we went off to
find a way out, Shongili to the right and I to the left, Eventu-
ally, we found a grade that did not seem too stiff; but as it was
still steeper than we liked, we tied two sealskin straps to the
hindmost crossbar of the sled and hoped that the dogs would
slide gently down the slope while we worked our improvised
brakes at the back. But the dogs tumbled down like mad, and
Shongili and I, hanging on grimly to our straps, were dragged
along on our bottoms, braking with our feet for all we were
worth. We came out into a valley that was like an amphi-
theatre, and here we paused for breath. While Shongili went
off to set a trap, in which he might find a fox on his way home,
I had a look round this natural circus. The ridges that encircled
us must have been a thousand feet high. On the slopes lay
broad sheets of immaculate snow, cut by bare brown spines*
Not a wisp of vegetation grew here, and the dead rock stood
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